FLORENCE : No, but It is for you to Interpret
them with common sense, . . . Yesterday Dr.
Ames requisitioned for extra fuel. His ward Is
very exposed. You refused and 1 had to supply
it. Yet you've plenty of fuel.

BAMFORD : Dr. Ames's ward had the regulation
allowance.

FLORENCE : But, man, the place was like an ice-
house. It's barely weatherproof! The patients
would have died.

BAMFORD (condescendingly] : You see, you can't
increase the fuel ration except by order of the
Board. I know it must be very difficult for a lady
who is accustomed to ordering what she pleases
to realise the necessity for conforming to regula-
tions. But when you're in the Army you've got
to understand------

FLORENCE : Don't talk nonsense. I have the
strictest regulations for rny nurses. But they're
drawn and administered with the idea of pro-
moting efficiency and saving life, not putting a
premium on stupidity and death 1 The Army-
is only a matter of common sense,

BAMFORD (stiffly) : I beg your pardon, madam,
the Army is nothing of the kind. The Army's a
matter of strict unquestioning obedience.

FLORENCE : I'm glad you realise there's a dif-
ference between the two. In an army run on
your lines it would be more praiseworthy to lose
a battle by rule of thumb than to win one by
originality.

BAMFORD (stubborn) : I've got my orders. That's
all I know.

FLORENCE : Now, Mr. Bamford, please be reason-
able. I've shown you from these accounts how
largely we have been self-supporting here. You
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